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By RUBY AYRES

Phantom Luser,” "“A Bachelor Husband,”
“The One Unwanted,” ste.

WirHE DANCING MASTER

. A You to Forget Him.'
3 m“m,\' litened ; he went on

‘E r 5 m-g'nnﬂlf“".

3 Mtll'l;l’l. and T will teach you fo
\ ﬂm You're g yonng, vou enn't
e iting all eonr 1ife for—for a
» which he may never get, Oh,

of you——
‘",‘;i Ih:m:oululysput he broke out

port ¢ ; nromissd ta marry
"'-']?Tﬂ‘lf rr'-::lmol’ @ lawver had not
By fo #en ¥OU. ¥ON would have kept
would have kept your

word 1 You

i :E‘II'::T'ITE‘:“ true: knew that alie

wld have paid her debt to the_ utter-
'::I'w:ﬁhl have been no hapni-

L for either of nn'' she sald, with
od ag Mips, - 1 eould never have
tn eare—and rou wnn]ﬂ hnve
to hate me, Nejl # ¢ ¢
gteode away from her and eame
2 hix face wan convulsed with pas-
and disappointment, and hisx lips
as he snid :iltiorlr; ‘A“#pn:,“;

: Imly offering to wr
"‘.:g ;:ul gend me ahout my busl-
& My God! '* Then quite
=’,n|, he broke down nnd rushed

pefore Ellizabeth could speak or
him,
i ::::d where he left her, in the
ddle of the big. bare room. her face
dltrering, trembling from head to foot.
41 the people whe had known since
eame to lLondon had loved some
gnavallingly.  Netta, Dolly, Neil
or. I'at and herself—and none of
was happy. or likely to be,
It was casy enough to talk of never
ring any one elwe, to sny that no
other man should come into her life:
pot she was only twenty-one, and she
Royston with that pathetie sin-
aess of heart which fortunately few
ORBENS,
”ﬁ?:vnnpto see him agnin! to, have to
v all her life without him! it was
ot good-by for n dny, or a month,
# 4 year—it was forever!
Her own despalr terrified her; she
not give way to the tears that
tened to overpower her: though
@¢ wan not to meet Mr. Junkers untll
1 o'tlock, to ercape from her thoughts
e dreseed and went out.

Bae would ark him to tnke her back
@ Dibury when he returned: she
kpew quite well that Madame Benestly
woull not keep her a moment longer

n she heard that the engagement
#ith Farmer had been broken, .

o ean't benr it—I can't bear it.
the words echord over and over again
through her mind with aching monot-

—
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nﬁhe sat with her eoyes fixed on the
at her feet, a feeling of unutter-

shle weariness welghing upon her,

B T thought it was you," eald a volee

beslde her suddenly. and Elizabeth

Jooked up into Enld Sanger's face.

For o moment peither of them spoke,
then Rtoyston’s wife laughed.

“You're not going to wmay you're
pleased to see ma this time, then,"
she sald exnically. *'You did once be-
fore, 1 remember.  Move up, and let
me it down—I"m tired out.'

8he looked very worn beneath lie=
make-up. and Eliznbeth moved silently
to make room for her on the weat.

“Ho you're not going to DParis with
Pat?" Enid said abruptly afier a wo-
ment,

E'izsabeth caught her breath.

“To D'arix?"’ she echoed, and her
besrt seenied to die,

Yes—le's off tonlght.”” Enld was
tracing figures In the soft grass with
the point of her sunshade, **I saw
Mm last night, and we had n most
glorfous row.""  She raised her painted
oen swiftly to Ellzabeth’s face. *I
Inew all along that he was in love
with you,”" she added harshly. ‘“‘He's
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Bhe almost lnughed when presently
he rafd difftdently :

"“There In—or—something T think
I ought to tell you before we return,
and that is—er * * * Bneath—Waller
Bneath Is engaged to be married, and
n—nml he han left Dilbury and my of-

ce.'’

“"Engaged "' Elizabeth gasped. *Ob,
I am glad,”’ she sali.

Mr. Jupkers looked n little non-
plused, .

“I—er—thought you would like to
know," he mnid lamely,

Bo much for vows of eternal con-
stancy, Ellzabeth thought bitterly, and
wondered how woon It would be Lefore
some one eise took her place In Neil
Farmer's affections.

So Elisabeth went back to Dilbury,
and life went on am if It had never
been interrupted by those few short
months In London,

Mrs. Junkers was more or less of
nn Invalld, and gradually Elizabeth took
the management of the immar upon her-
relf and looked after everything as she
had done for her uncle In his lifetime.

So when, after a month, Mr. Junk-
crs asked her If she would stay with
them Indcfinitely wshe accepted with
gratitude,

But when it was all finnlly settled,
she went up to her room and looked at
herselt In the glnes with 0 wry smile.
In spite of eversthing she wns back

her place once more in the unrelleved
monotony of quiet,
things, and passionate rebellion awe|-r.|
through her xoul.

this?  Was she never to know any-

the letter had come back fromm Mrs.
Blleum's with a short note to say that
Miss Btacey had zone away, and left
no nddress.

She was in DParis with Royston,
Elizabeth told herself feverishly; and
no doubt she was quite forgotten.

The summer wore awny unevent-
fully., Once Elizobeth saw a mentlon
of Royston's name !n a London paper
—it appeared that he had munde some
conslderable success with n new dance
which wns all the raze for the mo-
ment in Paris; and ngnin In an lus-
trated weekly she turned a page sud-
denly and found herself lookine into
hin eyes,

Just a head and shoulder portrait
of him, but 1t tore open the wound
nfresh in Ellzabeth's heart and broke
her down Into n passion of sobbing,

IRloyston had forgotten her—she hnd
not ween him for five montha—why
should he remember her when every
day of his life he must be mecting pret-
tler and more attractive women?

She knew the injustice of the thought.
but it tortured her nll the same, nnd
then—one day toward the end of Octo-
ber, she went up to London to do some
shopping for Mrs, Junkers, and ran
into Netta Stacey In Regent street,

“Goodness! 1 wus 1alking to my
husband about you, n moment ago."*

always denied it, i1l last night,' she
laughed, T got the trath out of Lim |
then, though.' I

here was o little silence, Eliza- |
beth had not moved ov spoken. 'l
mpnose you don't care for him. or|
you'il be going with him.' Enld went |
on: she wns watching the girl curl-
owly. I suppose you're one of those
mllk-and-water sort of people  who
think it's wrong to enre for a marviel
mn!'"  Rhe shrogged her shoulders,

“Well—if T'm in the way, you need
ot worry vourself, 1le never cured |

me—unil he hates me now * * &
I'seem 0 hinve made n pretty mess of |
my life altogether,” she wdded bit- |
terly. |

Enid wont on ngaln in o queer dis- |
Binted sort of way :

“I mnide g tool of myself last night |
=1 wked 1'at 1o take me with him lul
Parle.  Oh, 1 made a praper funl of
myll 1 ean tell you—I waid 1 loved
Rim * * **" Qo begnn sinoothing out
the fingers of hor  gloves rr-«rlounl,\'.[

e rotten nart of it is that 1 belfeye
Ldo,” she ndded eynlenlly,

The erimson btood rushed to Ellza-
"% fm'l‘,
h—please " she protested in an-

fulsh

Eru.:l stared ar her,

“Why, what's the matter?’ she
#ked, then, with n  sudden blunk

hange of voire, ‘'8 3 Y —_
alter 1% - . 30U de care |
I".!lzulw{h miide a guick movement |
B to rise, bat the elder girl caught |
r hllll.d. holding her down !
{?:mt Ro—I'm not going to hurt
m‘l-. *he suid, pnd then bittorly, **Mj
.1- no wonder yon both hinte we."
I don’t hate you-—=I'm gorey  for
Feu-—karry for us all," snid Elizabeth,
& haking volce,  *“There's nothing
'h'-' done = & iy Susr one of those
&y that happen, T suppose,"
he coulil forl Enid's eyes upon her,
ml"*lt\; A'nu!:! nnlr raige her own to|
fm, ang i f y "
 curtinnis I Royston's wife \\s-‘ntl
_’“fh.\' don’t you go nwny with him
You veully cave? " 1 would, 1f 1t was
E’-.»' .l_’ suppose you're too  good-—is
l_.“u‘ You think it's wrong "'
‘_t\_utiorh lonked up then,
A0 500 T owanted him to tnke me
=anl he wouldn't," ehe said,

ld  took  hep kb .
!Hlnheth_ I and away

“That'sy
B¢ kol

from

Lt oall the world over,"
If he'dl been like kome men

s I!n!\\" he'il have got rid of me pges
doenr o tOuld Linve  done—but e
il 'I‘mhn-.-c; In divoree,**
OW==he told me."”" Tlizaboth |
Mid ulely . then i |

stiddenly she hid her

ﬁ:?:..lll,l hee hands, % M. it'w so dread-
you o 0k here, talking lke this—to
U kb faliepod,
Entq lanughed,
1€ Tos 1o her feet with a hnlft
ﬂ‘!flh'- . '.',l be get(ing along—1'm tire
v gk 0 miuny late nights. T sup- |
L [tmum II
‘ ) ST
Aftop tonight rimn'- gning o |“""'l

ere woulid be no nesl

(i} v

lh"zrrlllllr <he might ment him: he

Yory am AT himeelf “off from her life |
¥ orffectunl'y ehis time,

" WaK ton | !
tehlize o Benumbed with pain 1o

much Jr y o 4 |
only . o eant; she was |
> |n||.-. ous of w grear wenrlness |
Nresently she wept 1o meet My,

Jll{'l‘knr.
"oy -
fr hu--llc ‘r:!n» finks
Feadily

"My

dAf e would tuke
Dilbury with him he ugrm-:l

wife will
o i w o oonly
0 Weleome gyt he

AT come with VYou ut onve—to-

lhf.?‘ she asked,
” Cortuinly, ™ lies
me Renoggju

Ell;:ho-{h Iterrupted,
of me.+ V1! De only too glad o be rid

ton pleased
nesured her,

Jnswered.  'If Ma-

“Your husband!"' the color wsurgeid
to Elizabeth's cheeks, “Oh, nre you
married?'" she exclalined.

Nettn nodded, flushing n little,

“Two—twa months ngo. 1 went
over to I'arls with Pat, you know, and
I met my husbhand there'—her eyes
met  Elizabeth's rather definntly, '
know what you're thinking—but what

was the use of fretting myselfto tiddle |

strings for some one T could
have?'' whe shrugged her shoulders.
“Pat wouldn't have ever looked ar me
if 'd waited twenty years for him, so
& *® ] tpok the next begt thing, and I'm
glad now T did. 1 used to say that all
marringes  were  frauds—well,  mine
Isn’t anyway ! T'm ever wo hanpy,**
“I'm glnd.”" snid Elizabetly faintly. |
Nhe renalized how dowdy she was next
to Netta's smartness, aml the old
drendful feeling of unwantedness crept
into her heart angain.
“And  you—what are you doing?"’
Nettn asked. |
“I'm lving at Dilbury, * * ¢ ]
went back with Mr, Junkers—my un-
ele's Inwyer, you know, afrer * @ ¢
after 1 left Madame Senestis; and 1
still Hve with them—1 Inok after the
honge-—Mres, Junkers is an Invalld."’
“Oh, T see-—we thenght perhaps you

never

uninteresting !

in the old rut ngaln—she had faken |

Was all Ler life to be spent like|

thing better? |
She had written once to Netta, but |

1 The Young l.'.ldy Across the

|
|
i
|

I
1l

had  married  that  old sweethearr of
yonrs—what was his name?" |

Elzabeth laughed #hakily,

“You mean Walter Sneath? Ol he
got engaged to kome one else, and he
doesn’t Hive tn Dilbury any moee,""

Netta  hesitntedd,
nsked, “Why didn’t
Farmer?"'

Fliznbeth wineod,

T didn't enre for him * * & ]
couldn't ® * * He wias ever so kimnil—
and T am afenkd T hurt hlm dreadful-
.

Nettn lnughed.

CHe's running nfter an actress now, |
my dear’ 1 don't think ron :Iulnugm]r
him very much." |

Fliznbeth looked nway. Sbe had not !
evared for Farmer, op wished to marry |
Wim, but it huret somehaw 1o know thgr |
he i so soon forgotten thot he lovwl !
e, f

Was every one the sae,
dered? Was there no sueh thing 48 con-
staney or true love in the world?

“No vou're not married to any ane’'’ |
Netta salidl bluntly, |

“No,"

“Nor engaged?’

then suwildenly rehr'i

vou waery Nell

L1 N |
“Phen why on earth didn't soun |
anewer I'at’s letter’” There wnr angry
exasperation in Nettn's voice, " Yon
idght have written even if you hiad
chnnged your mind.”

Flizabeth  turned  searlet. nnd Iu-r|
hreath cnme fast. “*What do you mean?
I never had n letter—he never wrote
to me, * * * Lhaven't seen him or-
or heard from him for—for five months,
® o o O, Nettn, what o sou mean?"’

Nettn shrugged her shoulders,

“It's no business of mine,"" she sald
easund!y, U But he o welte ! He wreote
fronn Parels ns soon as he could ; he sent
W detter to you  at the  Senestls
womnn's * * * i owas the only address
Le knew,"’ |

“I nover had It! 1 never had it!" |
Fllzabeth sald wildly, Bhe was tremb-
Yo from head 1o foor, U e did wrlie,
Mudnme never sent it on 1o wme—ah,
tndeed, T nevep had it

Netn made o little grlmnee,

1% ol how letters go astrny some- |
thines, "' she said deyly. “However, if!
sl sy Yo never had it o i
" v You know 1 mever did! I should
linve written-=1 should have written,"'
lzubeth's voive was hionrse with emo-
tlom 3 ber Hps gquivered so hat she could
hardly forim her words,
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